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could I send her such a letter as would have
me any happiness to write or her to receive?

Without little Harry I should have found myself
alone even in the most populous towns; with him
I was not entirely isolated even in the most retired
places. He loved me, he never incommoded me,
and I found a thousand ways of causing him to
talk of Cahste without speaking of her myself. We
returned to England, first to Bath, then to my
father; and finally to London, where our marriage
was made public as soon as Lady Betty thought it
time for her to be presented at the court. People
had talked of my brother and me as an example of
friendship; they had talked of me as a gallant
young man rendered interesting by the passion of
an amiable woman. My father's friends had
maintained that I should distinguish myself by my
knowledge and my talent. Men of culture had
praised my taste and sensibility for the arts they
themselves professed. In London, in society, only
a gloomy and silent man was to be perceived.

The world grew astonished at Cahste's passion
and at Lady Betty's choice; and, even supposing
that the earlier judgments passed on me were not
altogether false, I admit that the later were at
least perfe&ly natural, and gave me but little pain.
But Lady Betty, becoming aware of the public
opinion, adopted it unconsciously, and, not finding
herself as much beloved as she thought she
deserved to be, after having complained for some
time with considerable vivacity, sought for con-
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